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Dashing Through The - NO! 


Author's Notes: 
Hopefully this is the last of my Christmas stories! Enjoy, and a very Merry Christmas! 


Inspired, just a little bit, by this Christmas card. 


| fuckin’ hate Christmas. Hate the jangly music, the gaudy decorations, and the decorated shops. Most of all | 
hate the people. People who normally ignore you all year round and stab you in the back when you're not 


looking are suddenly happy and jolly and wishing you a Merry Christmas. 


We didn't particularly celebrate Christmas when | was a kid so | don't see why | should start now that l'm 
supposedly an adult. 


But here | am, trapped in a farm house in Minnesota, surrounded by a million feet of snow. I'm sitting in the 
lounge, staring at the overly large Christmas tree and the piles of gifts beneath them. The fire is burning, 
popping and crackling and, from the kitchen, comes the happy smell of Christmas. Gingerbread, eggnog and 


cinnamon. 


Most of all, my fucking boyfriend has fucked off somewhere, leaving me to be nice and pretend to be happy. 


I's not going to happen | may as well change my name to Scrooge. 
Bah-humbug! 


| don't want to be here. | want to be back in our shitty apartment, getting high and fucking. Not playing at 


being the perfect family. Its annoying and its grating on my nerves. I'm gonna blow, and its not going to be 


pretty. 


Slouching down the couch, | glare at the fire. Even that sounds fuckin’ happy, whistling up the chimney and in 


to the cold evening. 

Where the fuck is he?! l'm bored and | want entertaining, even if its only watching him be all happy and jolly. 
He never stops smiling and, at this time of the year, that smile only gets wider. It's fuckin’ annoying. | want to 
wipe it off his face with a good, hard fuck 

"Dave?" 


Shit! What now?! 


Francis stands before me, her arms laden with blankets and thick furs. She holds them out to me. "You're 


going to need these?" 


| feel myself raise an eyebrow and | know | shouldn't, not in front of someone who's trying to make me feel 


welcome. But my temper knows no limits during December. 
"What for?" 

She smiles and nods towards the window. "Take a look." 

If | must. 


Getting up, | peer out of the window and to the snow covered state beyond it. My jaw drops open when my 


eyes settle on what's waiting outside. 


A sleigh. A motherfuckin’ sleigh, pulled by two white horses. There's bells on the harness and candlelit lamps 
hang from the corners. A huge green sack has been dropped in the back. And there, at the front, draped in 
thick red furs with a fluffy Santa hat on his head, is Junior. 


For the first time in years, I'm rendered silent, just staring at the happy Christmas scene outside. The horses 
toss their heads, the sound of the bells just audible through the windows. With the reins wrapped in one hand, 


Junior looks up and grins, waving at me. 


Sighing, | turn to Francis and attempt something like a smile. Her face is warm, cheeks touched with colour 
from slaving over a hot oven. She drapes the furs around my shoulders, pulling my arms through before 
tugging gloves on to my hands. When she's finished dressing me, she tugs a matching red Santa hat over my 
tangled red hair. 


Kissing my cheek, she chuckles. "Have a good evening, Dave. You'll enjoy it.” 


Yeah, not so sure about that. It's got to be the best part of ten degrees out there and the clouds are already 


threatening more snow. 

A hand gently pushes the small of my back and | turn to look at Francis. "Go. Itll be good for you to get out.” 
| know; I've been cooped up in the house for the best part of a week. I'd been planning on staying there until 
after Christmas but looks like I've got to go and get cold and wet. Oh. The. Joy. Just what | wanted for 
Christmas. 

Dragging myself to the front door, | step out, the cold instantly slamming in to my face. From behind me, a 
scarf is draped around my neck. Damn Ellefsons; they're determined to make me enjoy myself. Giving Francis 
one final tight smile | crunch down the steps and along the path, my feet sinking in to the freshly fallen snow. 
From the white sleigh, Junior beams down at me, eyes sparkling. Pulling myself up, | hunker down in to the 
velvet-padded seat and pull the blankets over my knees, keeping my eyes straight ahead. A warm kiss is 
planted on my cheek and | growl. It doesn't stop Junior. 

"You're gonna love this," he gushes. 

| grunt. "You sure about that" 


"Sure." 


Gathering up the reins, he clicks his tongue and we're off, the horses easily pulling us, their bells singing 


happily. Don't know why l'm surprised that Junior can drive a sleigh, he was raised on a farm for fuck's sake. 
Burying my hands beneath the furs, | murmur, "So where we goin?" 

"You're gonna love this as well” The happiness in his voice is almost annoying but it's already worked its way 
beneath my skin. Did so when | first met him. It was his perpetual happiness which drew me to Junior, the 
smile and the twinkling eyes a spell | couldn't resist. 


"So?" | turn to look at him and he just grins, tapping the side of his nose. | sigh. "Junior, just tell me already.” 


"No. 


"Why not?" 

"Because its a secret" 

| pout and bury my nose in the scarf. Fuck, its cold! "Don't like it when you keep secrets from me." 

He chuckles and hooks a hand around my elbow, pulling me to him. "Well, for once you'll have to be pissed" 


Leaning against him, | watch the scenery change. We pass by houses, all gaily decorated, before we glide 
through snow covered trees, our movement sending small swirls of snow down on to our heads. Our sounds 
are muffled by the thick layer if white, the horses hooves barely registering. Around us, darkness is fast 
falling, helped along by the threatening clouds. Finally, we pull alongside a road, cars coming and going, all of 
them heading home for the holidays. And, inside of me, something wakes. A small spark of what | can only 
describe as happiness is beginning to work its way through my cold and bitter boay. 


The road leads us to a church and | groan. Should have known. Ruffling the hair not covered by a hat, Junior 
laughs and kisses my cheek. | give him a despairing look but he just shakes his head, leaning in to kiss my cold 


lips. 

"Tell me why we're at church, Junior?" 

"Because it's where we go every Christmas." 

"Thought you hated it?" | raise an eyebrow, albeit a little stiffly thanks to the freezing weather. 

He shrugs, a wistful look on his face. "Not here, and not at this time of the year." He nods towards the 
brightly lit building, a Nativity sitting in front of it and a tall fir tree to one side of the doors, a large star 
twinkling down from the top. The sound of young voices singing carols could be heard from inside. "This is the 


annual dinner and carol service for homeless, orphaned and abandoned kids. We're here to help spread the 


magic of Christmas." 
Oh. 
Oh. Hell. 


And there | was, being an ass because it was cold and there was the threat of snow. Yet my boyfriend had 
gone out in the dead of winter and loaded a sleigh to bring to kids who had nothing. Reaching in to the back of 
the sleigh, David pulls out a hand bell and grins at me. "Nearly time." 


Sitting in silence, we listen to the strains of Away In A Manger. Junior's arm slides around my waist, his head 
resting on my shoulder. Wrapping my arm around his shoulders, | hold him close, burying my nose in his hat 
as he softly sings. My eyes prickle and I'm sure it's just the cold. 


From the church comes the sound of the traditional blessing before the voices murmur "Amen". Darkness has 
finally engulfed us, the candles on the sleigh casting a warm glow. As the double doors burst open, Junior 
stands and begins to ring the bell, the first wave of children stopping, their faces a picture in the light which 
streams from the church. 


In a matter of moments, we're surrounded by laughing, happy kids, clapping their hands and squealing with glee. 
Nudging me, Junior smiles. "Come on, Santa's red-haired elf, time to give me a hand." 


Jumping into the back of the sleigh, we heave the sack open, grabbing gifts. 


"Sophie Joyce?!" David cries. A small girl, probably no older than ten, steps up and takes the offered the gift. 
She grins and retreats with a small wave. 


My turn “Ellen May?!" Another young girl takes the gift from me, placing the tiniest kiss to my cheek. | 
couldn't help but return the smile, the night thankfully too dark for her to see my blush. 


"Michael Paul?!" 

"Roger Joseph?!" 

"Howard Mark?!" 

"Nancy Louise?!" 

Our voices fill the air, gleeful children coming to collect their gifts. In return, they gift us with smiles, 
laughter, handshakes, kisses and hugs. Quickly the sack empties, my hands pulling the final gift out. Placing it 
beneath the light of one of the lamps, | read out the name, "Alice Kay?!" 

From amid the crowd, a small girl walks. Her big eyes look me up and down, her nervousness showing. Even in 
the low light, | can see that there's something wrong with her, a disability which had caused her family to 
cast her on to the mercies of the social services. My heart leaps and | step from the sleigh. Kneeling in the 
snow, | offer it out to her, whispering, "Merry Christmas." 

At that, her eyes light up and she closes the gap between us, throwing her tiny arms around my neck. The 
prickling in my eyes grows and | suddenly can't breathe. Wrapping her in my arms, | hug her tight, the gift still 


clasped in my hands. 


When she pulls away, she smiles and kisses my forehead. | laugh and hand her her gift. "Merry Christmas, 
Alice." 


She reaches out and touches my hair, fingers winding in it. Suddenly | didn't want to move, allowing her these 


few, short moments. Because goodness knows when she'll get them again. She examines me, seemingly 


fascinated. 

"Hi," her voice is quiet, gentle, that of a young girl. 

"Hi, Alice." 

Around us, everything fades away, the chatter becoming nothing. 

"You're nice." 

I'm quickly becoming choked, and | didn't want her to see me cry. "Thank you." 
"What's your name?" 

"My name's Dave." My voice is becoming raspy. 

Again she kisses my forehead. "Merry Christmas, Dave." 


| feel like | could melt, the love of the small girl cracking my punkass heart. Giving her one last hug, | wish her 


a Happy Christmas and let her go. Remaining on the floor, | return her waves as he carer leads her away. 

| watch as the children melt away, climbing into cars and buses, going back to wherever they're staying 
tonight. Some will be in shelters, some in squats, some in the childrens homes of the state. Their excited 
chatter fills the air and | wait until they've all departed, the vehicles disappearing in to the night. 

A hand touches my shoulder and | look up at Junior's shadow. Even in the darkness, | know he's smiling. 
"Pretty magical, huh?" 

Placing my hand over his, | nod, too choked up to speak. The image of Alice is never going to leave me. Taking 
my hand, he helps me to my feet and we seat ourselves in the sleigh. Clicking his tongue and snapping the 
reins, we're off, once more dashing through the snow. 


"Have a look under that seat will you?" 


Rummaging around, my hands close over a small basket. Lifting it in to my lap, | examine it in the passing 
streetlights. A flask and two mugs are nestled in it, a bag of marshmallows tucked down one side. 


Junior chuckles. "Knew they'd slip that in somehow. Go on then, pour it" 
Propping the mugs in the basket, | undo the flask and pour thick hot chocolate into them. Its rich smell fills the 


cold night air. Sprinkling marshmallows on top | hand one to Junior. He takes it, letting the night cool it before 
sipping from it. 


"Is good. You should try it. Mrs Gregor's hot chocolate is always good." 


Wrapping my hands around the mug, | do just that, the velvety chocolate drink sliding easily down my throat. 
Sighing happily, | curl up next to Junior. 


"Do you do this every year?" | softly ask 
"Wherever | can. It's a bit of a tradition. That, and | enjoy doing it” 
That's him, that's Junior all over. Always happy to make someone else smile. Makes me love him even more. 


Something cold touches my face and | smile as snowflakes dance and sparkle in the light of the candles, the 


magic of Christmas suddenly alive. It prickles over my skin and | shiver with a childlike excitement: 
Beside me, Junior starts up, "Dashing through the snow-" 
Grinning, | join him, "In a two horse open sleigh." 


He laughs and our voices join together. "Across the fields we go, laughing all the way. Bells on bob tails ring, 
making spirits bright. What fun it is to laugh and sing, a sleighing song tonight!" 


Happy Christmas to you, and to you a goodnight! 


